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And came to th’eye o'th’King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinall did intreat his Holineflc 
To flay the ludgement o'th’Diuorce; for if 
It did takeplace.I do (quoth he)perceiue 
My King is tangled in affection,to 
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Arne ’BuHett, 

Sur. Ha’s the King this ? 

Suf. Belceueit. 

Sur. Will this workc? 

Cham. The King in this perceiues hinijhow he coafts 
And hedges his owne way. But in this point. 

All his trickes founder,and he brings his Phyficke 
After his Patients death; the King already 
Hath married thefaire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf. May you be happy in your wilh roy Lord, 

For I profefleyou haue it. 

Sur. Now all my joy 
Trace theConiun&ion. 

Suf. My Amen too’t. 

A Ter. All mens. 

Suf. There’s order giuen for her Coronation: 

Marry this isyet but yong,and may be left 
To fomc cares vnrecounted. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleatc 
In minde and feature. I perftvade me,from her 
Will fall fome blefling to this Land,which fhall 
In it be memoriz’d. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digcft this Letter of the Cardinals ? 

The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No,no: 

There be moe Wafpes that buz about his Nofe, 

Will make this fling thelooner. Cardinall Campeitu, 

Is ftolne away co Roniejhath ’tane no leaue, 

Ha’s left the caufe o’th’King vnhandled, and 
Is polled as the Agent of our Cardinall, 

To fecond all his plot, I do aflure«you, 

The King cry’de Ha,at this. 

f'bam. NowGodinccnfehim, 

And let him cry Hajlo wdcr. 

Noyf. But my Lord 
Wheii returnee Cranmsr} 

Suf. He is return’d in his Opinions,which 
Haue fatlsfied theKing for his Diuorce, 

Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoft in Chriftenddmc: fhortly (1 bcleeue) 

His fecond Marriage fhall be publifhd,and 

Her Coronation, Katherine no more 

Shall be call'd Qu^cne, but Princefle Dowager, 

And Widdow to Prince Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer’s 
A worthy Fellow,and hath tane much paine 
In the Kings bufinefle. 

Suf. He ha’s, and we fhall fee him 
For it an Arcli’-bylhop. 

Nor. So I heare. 

Suf. Tis (o. 

Enter IVolfej and Cromwell. 

The Cardinall.' 

Nor. Obfcrue,obferue,hee’s moody. 

Car. The Packet Cromwell, 

Gau’t you the King? 

Crom. To his owne hand.in’s Bed-chamber. 

Card. Look’drhco’th’infidc of the Paper ? 
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Crom. Prefently 

He did vnfeale them, and the firft he view'd 
He did it with a Serious minde raheede * 

Was in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him heercthis Morning. 

Card . Is he ready to come abroad? 

Crom. I rhinkc by this he is. 

Card. Leaue me a while. r . 

It fhall be to the Dutches of Alanfon, ' rons * e U. 
The French Kings Sifter; He {hall marry her 
Anne 2?#AV»?No: lie no Anne Bailees for him 

There’s more in’t then fairc Vifage. BuUcu} * 

No, wee’l no TSullsns • Speedily I wifli 

To hcarc from Rome. ThcMarchionefTeofPenk . 
Nor- He’sdifcontented. e °t i enbrokei 

Suf. Maybchc heares the King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 

Sur. Sharpe enough, 

Lord for thy Iufticc. 

Car. The late Queenes Gentlewoman? 

A Knights Daughter 

To be her Miftris Mifiris ?The Queenes, Qii fene? 
This Candle burnes not clecre, ’tis i rnuft fiiufifeit 

Th t „°M ic goes. What though I know her verutoat 
And well delcrumg ? yet I know her for 
A fplecny Lutheran, and not wholfome to 
Our caufe, that fhe fhould lye i’th’bofomeof 
Our hard rul’d King. Againc.there is fpnmg vp 
An Hcretique, an Arch-one; Cranmer , one & * 

Hath crawl’d into the fauour of the King 
And is his Oracle. 

Nor. He is vex’d at fomething. 

Enter King/eading of a Sceiult. 

Sur. I would ’twer fomching f would fret the ftrin®. 
The Mafter-cord on’s heart, 

Suf. The King, theKing. 

King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion? And what expence by’th’houre 
Seemes to flow from him? How, i’th’namc of Thrift 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord.wchaue 

Stood heere obferuing him. Some flrangcCommotion 
Is in his braine: He bi tes his lip.and ftarts, 

Stops on a fodaine, lookes vpon the ground, 

Then layeshis finger on his Temple : ftraight 
Springs out into fall gate, then flops againc, 

Strikes his breft hard, and anon, he calls 

His eye againft the Moone: in moft flrangc Poftures 

We haue feffne him fet himfelfe. 

King. IcmayWeil be. 

There is a mutiny in’s minde. This morning. 

Papers ofStatc he fent me, to perufe 
As I requir’d: and wot you what I found 
There (on my Confcience put vnwittingly) 

Forfooth an Inuentory, thus importing 
The feuerall parcels of his Plate his Treafure, 

Rich Stuffes and Ornaments of Houfhold, which 
I finde at fuch proud Rate, that it out-fpeakes 
PolTeflion of^ Subieft. 

Nor. It’* Helens will , 1 - f! , , 

Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet, 

To bleffeyour eye withall. 

King. If we did thinke 
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„rWiDlation were aboue the earth, 

£° d .< in his Mufings, but I am affraid 
H^xhinkingsaic below the Moone,not worth 

,‘ S r-riousconfidering. J - 

H ' 5 King takes his Seat .whijpers Louell, who goes 
to the Cur din a LI, 


Car. Heauenforgiueme, 

Eucr God blcffcyourttigbneffe. 

Vint, Good my Loid, 

v ate full of Heaucnly ftuffc, and*b me the Iriuentory 
Oflourbeft GracesjinTyou* minde; the which 
You were now running o're s you hauefcarfe time 
To ftcalc from Spiritual! Icyiure, abriefc fpan 
To keepe your earthly Audit, lure in that 
Idcemeyou an ill HiHhartd r and 

To haue you therein myCpmpanion. 

Car . Sir, 

For Holy Offices I haue a time; a time 
Tothinkc vpon the part of bufinefle,which 
1 bearei’th’State: and Nature does require 
Her times ofpreferuation,which perforce 
1 her fraile fonne, among’fi my Brethren mortall, 
Muftgiuc my tendance to. 
gtng. You haue faid well. 

Car, Andeuermay your Highnefleyoake together, 
(As I will lend you caufe ) my doing well, 

\Vith my well laying. 

King. Tis well laid agen, 

And ’tis a kindc of good deede to fay well, 

And yet words are no deeds. My Father lou’d you, 

He faid he did, and With his deed didCrowne 
His word vpon you. Since I had my Office, 

I haue kept you next my Heart, haue not alone 
ImployMyou where high Profits might come home. 

But par'd my prefenc Hauings, to beftow 
My Bounties vpon you. 

Car. What fhould this me 2 ne ? 

Sur. The Lord increafe this bufinefie# 

King, Hauel not madeyou 
The prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me. 

If what I now pronounce, you haue found true*. 

And if you may confcife it, fay withall 

if you are bound to vs, or no. What.lay you ? 

Car . My Soueraigne, 1 confefle your Royall graces 
Shawr’d on me daily, h*ue bene more then could 
My ftudied purpofes requite, which went 
Beyond all mans endeauors. My cndcauors, 

Haue eucr come too fhort of my Defircs, 

Yet fill’d with my Abilities; Mine owne ends 
Haue beene mine fo, that cuermore they pointed 
To'th’good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
Theprofit of the State. For your great Graces 
Heap’d vpon me (poore Vndcferucr) I 
Can nothing render but Allegiant thankes, 

My Prayres to heauen for you; my Loyaltie 
Which euerha’s, and cuer fhall be growing. 

Till death (that Winter) kill it. 

Kwg. Faireiy anfwer'd: 

A Loyall, and obedicnr Subie£l is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honor of it 
Does pay the Ad of it, as i’th’contrary 
The fowlencflc is the punifhment. I prefumc. 

That as my hand ha’s open’d Bounty to you, 

My heart drop’d Loue, my powrc rain’d Honor^ more 
On you, then any: So your Hand,and Heart, 


Your Braine, and eucry Funtfion of your power. 
Should, notvvichftanding that your bond of duty, 

A s ’ewer in Loues particular, be more 
To me your Friend,then any. 

Car. I doprofeffe. 

That for your Highnefle good, I euer labour’d 
More then mine owne: that am,haue,and will be 
(Though all the world fhould cracke their duty to you. 
And throw it from their Soule, though perils did 
Abound, as thickeas thought could make’em,and 
Appcarein formes more horrid)yec my Duty, 

As doth a Rockc againft the chiding Flood, 

Should the approach of this vvilde Riucr breake. 

And ftand vnfbakcn yours. 

King. Tis Nobly fpoken: 

Take notice Lords, he ha’s a Loyall breft. 

For you haue feenc-him open’t. Read o're this. 

And after this, and then to Brcakfaft with 
What appetite you haue. 

Exit King, frowning vpon the for din a K, the Nobles 
throng after him jmtlwg^and wbifpering. 

Car. What fhould this meant ? 

What fodaine Anger’s this? How haue I reap’d it ? 

He parted Frowning from me,as ifRuine 
Lcap’d from his Eyes. So lookes the chafed Lyon 
Vpon the daring fduntfman that has gall’d him : 

Then makes him nothing, lmuft reade this paper: 

I fcare the Story of his Anger. Tis fo: 

This paper ha’s vndonc me : ’Tisth’ Accompt 
Ofall that world of Wealth I haue drawnc together 
For mine owne ends, (Indeed to gaine the Popedome, 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence / 

Fit for a Foole to fall by : What croffe Diuell 
Made me put this mainc Secret in the Packet 
I fent theKing ?I$ there noway to cure this? 

No new deuice to beare this from his Braincs ? 

I know ’twill ftirre him ftrongly ; yrc I know / 

A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune 
Will bring me off againc. What’s this ? To th T Pope ? 
The Letter (as I liue) with all the Bufinefle 
I writtoo’s HoIinefTe. Nay then, farewell : 

1 haue touch’d the higheft point of all my Greatnefle, 
And from that full Meridian of my Gloiy, 

1 haftenow corny Setting. I fhall fall 
Like a brighccxhai3tion in the Euening, 

And no man fee me more. 

Enter totVoo/fey, the Dulcet ofNorfolt^e and Stiff* Ike, the 
Earle ofSurrey, and the Lord Chamber laine. 

Nor . Heare the Kings plcafurc Cardinall, 

Who commands you 
To render vp the Great Seale prefently 
Into our hands, and to Confine your fclfc 
To Afher-houfe, my Lord of Winchefters, 

Till you heare further from his Highnefle. 

Car . Stay: 

Where’s your Commiffion? Lords,words cannot carrie 
Authot iry fo weighty. 

Suf Who dare crofle’em. 

Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreflely? 

Car . Till I finde more then will,or words to do it, 

(I meanc your malice) know. Officious Lords, 

I dare,and muft deny it. Nowlfeele 
Of what courfe Mettle ye are molded, Enuy, 

How eagerly yc follow my Difgraces 




















































































